TheTragedie 

1 can no longer hold me patient* 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In (haring out that which yeu haue pild from me : 

Which ofy ou trembles not that looke on me ? 

If not,that I being Queenc,you bow like fubic&s, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels : 

O gentle vi-!laine,doe not turne away. 

G/o.Poule wrinkled witch, what makft thou in my fight 
j®«^ 4 .But repetition of what thou halt mard, 
ThaTwill 1 make, before 1 let thee goc: 

A husband and a bonne thou owed vnto me, 

And thou a kingdome,all ofyoualleagence : 

The borrow that I haue, by right is y ours, 

And all the plealures you vburpe,is mine. 

cjlo . The curie me noble bather haide on thee. 

When thou didit crowne his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy bcornc drew ft riuers frow his eyes. 

And thento driethemjgau'ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin theblood ofprettie Rutland : 

His curbes then from bitterneiTc ofboule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vponthee, 
AndGpd,notwe,hath plagudethy bloo die deed* 

On. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

twas the fouleft deed to flay thatbabe,. 
Andthemoft mercilelTe that euer was heard of. 
^.Tyrants themfelues wept when itwas reported, 
Dcrf.No man butprophecied reuengefor it. 
^.Northumberland then prefent,wepttofee it. 
Qu.Ma.Whax i were you bnarling all before 3 came, 
ReaSy to catch each other by the throat, 

And tarne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile bo much with heauen. 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes Ioffe, my woefuH banifhment, 

Could all but anfiver for that peeuifh btat ? 

Cancurfes pierce the cloudes,and enter heauen ? 

Why then giue way dull clouds to my quicke curfes : 

If not by warre, by burfet dieyour King. 

As oyr by murder, to make him aKing. 


of Richard the Third. 

Inward thy (onne, which now is Prince of Wales, 
for Edward my bon, which was Prince of Wales, 
pie in his youth,by like vndmely violences. 

Thy felfea.Qucene.forrne thatwas a Quecoe, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfe ; 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lolTe, 

And bee another,as 1 fee th ee now 
pecktin thy glorie, as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die thyhappiedaies before thy death, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 
picneither morhcr,wifc,nor Englands Queenc^ 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were (landers by. 

And bo was thou Lord Haftings,when my Tonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God 1 pray him, 

That none of you may liue your naturall age, 

But bybomevnlookt accident cut oiF. 
gio, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag* 
And leaue out theefftay dog,for thou (halt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in (lore, ( me. 

Exceeding thofe that i can wilh vpon thee : 

0 let them keepe it till thy finnes beripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thetroubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The wormeof confidence dill begnaw thyfoule. 

Thy friends fufpedl fortraytors whilft thouliueft. 

And take deepe tray tors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnleflc it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hellof vgly diuels. 

Thou eluilh mark t, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft fealdinthy naduitie 
The (laue of nature, and the bonne of hell, 

Thou (launder of thy mothers hcauie womb, 

Thouloathed ilfue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteftcd,&c. . 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. Glo, Ha. 

M. I call the not* 

Glo. Then I crie thcc mercy .• for I had thought 
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